
The firfi part of the contention of the two f mm 
As on amountaine top the Cxdar fhowes, 

TJhat keepes his lcaues in fpight of any ftorme, 

Euen to afliight thee with the view thereof. 

C/if And from thy burgonet will I rend the hearc, 

And tread him vnderfoote with all contempt, 

Difpigh t the B care- ward that prote&s him fo. 

Tong Clif And fo renowned foueraigne to arnies, 

To quel thefe traitors, and their complues. 

Rich . Fie, charity for Hi am e, {peake it not in fpight, 

For you fhall fup with Iefus Chrifl to night. 

Tong (fHfi Foule Stigmatike,thou canft not tell. 

Rich . No, for if not in heauen,you Ic furely fup in hel. 

exeunt omnes . 

Alarmes to the lattaik , and then enter the duke of Sower [et mi 
%ichar d fight ing y Richard kills him vndcr the fgneoj the Cafile 
in faint Allow* 

%ich. So, lie thou there, aud breathe thy lad 
Whats here, the figne of the Caftle? 

Then the prophefie is come to paffe, 

For Somerfet was forew arned of Cattles, 

The which he alvs aies did obferue. 

And now behold, vnder a paltry ale houfe figne, 

The Cattle in S. Albons, 

Somerfct hath made the Wiffard famous by his death, exit* 
ALirme againe^and then enter the Earle of 
Warwicke alone. 

War. Clifford of Comberland,tis warwicke calls, 

And if thou dott not hide thee from the Bcare, 

Now whilft the angry T rumpets found Alarmes, 

And dead rqens cries do fil the empty ayre: 

Clifford I (ay, come forth and fight with me, 

Prowd Northerne Lor-d, Clifford of Comberland, 
Warwickc is hoarfc with calling thee to arnies. 

Clifford {peak? 5 vpihm. 

Warwickcfhnd Rill , and view the way that Clifford hevves 
with his murtheringcurtelaxe, through the fainting troupes to 
find thee out 

War* 


houfe s, of York* and Lancafier^ 

Warwicke (land ftill,and flirre not nil I come. 

\ Enter Torke. 

War. How now my Lord, what a foote? 

Who kiid vour horfe ' " , 

York? The deadly hand ofChfford,nobie lord, 
Buehoi-fcthts dav,flaine vndcr me, 

And vet brauc Warwickc I remainc ahue. 

But 1 did kilhis horfe he lou’de fo wcl, ^ ^ 

The bonteft gray that ere was bred in N oral. 

Enter Clifford, and Warwick* offers to 
ff btmtb him. 

Hold Warwicke, and feelce thee out Tome other chafe 
My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

War, Rraue lord,tis fora crowns thou fighttt, 

Clifford fare well, as I entend to profper welto day, 

It ijnencs my foule to leaue thee vnaffaild exit Warwick** 
fork* Now Clifford, fince we are fmgled here alone, 
Ecthb the day of Doome to oneofvs, 

For now my heart hathfwome immortall hate 
To thee. and all the houfe of Lancafter. 

Qif. And here I ftand,and pitch my foote to thine, 
Vowin'* neuer to lhr.til thou or 1 be flaine. 

For neuer fliall my heart be fife at rell, 

Till 1 haucfpoild the hate full houfe of Yorkc. 

Alarmes, and they fight, and Y or be kids ffhfford. 

Y or ke Now Lancafter fit fure. thy finewes fhrinkc. 

Come fearefull Henry grouelingon thy face, 

Y eeld vp thy Cro wne vnto the Prince of Y orke. 

exit York *►- 

Alarmes, then enter yang Cliffordalone. 
yong Clif. Father of Comberland, 

Where may I feelce my aged father forth? 

O difmall fight '.fee where he breathlefle lies, 

All fmeard and weltred in hisluke-warme bloud, 

Ah, aged pillar of all Comberlands true houfe, 

Swcete father, to thy nmrthcrcd Ghofl; I fweavc, 
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